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By Elizabeth Jordan

NCE, when 1 was a little girl, three whole
years younger than | am now, Sister Es-
telle wrote this sentence in my autograph
album : “May angels ever guide your pen.”
Sometimes they do. [ can almost feel them
guiding it; and beautiful Aowers of thought
fall on the snowy pages hefore me, and |
write s0 fast my haml gets covered with
ink up to the wrist, and T have a dreadful
time afterward, with pumice-stone, [Even
when are not guiding, though, |
usually have two beautiful hopes sprout-
ing in my hreast when 1 hegin a story.
Cine is the hope of making it true to life;
well do T realize that this is the highest art,

My second hope 15 that Sister Irmingarde will read
the story aloud to our literary class at St, Katharine's
She does, sometimes, read a girl's story when it is very
good. She hasn't read one of mine for ages, though
she told me with her own lips that several of my efforts
“held striking ¢xamples of what to do and what to
avaid in writing fiction. But 've ot to write this piece
of literature without cither an angel or a hope, I
know already that it is not going to be true to life, and
that Sister Irmingarde is not going to read it aloud to
the class. And the only example in it is Mabel Bins-
som, who is, indeed, a terrible one,

Not that the story isn't going to he good. It's going
hlhm‘e a ruin in it, and a churchyard, and a ghost, and
grim, mysterious, blood-curdling happenings., 1f those

angels

don't make a good story, I don't krow what dees.  And
action!  There's 8o much action that the mere mem-
ary of all that happened that ne'er-to-he-fargotion

Hallowe'en night makes me feel tired now!
Mabel Blossom, she's black and blue yet, from thi
exercise she got.  llut o story with a ghost in it can't
very well he “true to life,” can it? And, woe is me!
it has wickedness in it, tno; and Sisteg Irmingarde
shrings' from wickedness the way a sensitive plant
shrinks when you put your foot on it,

You can see how discouraging all this is, but I've
got 1o write the story just the same. My art is before
all, and whenever a plot 1s inside of me it has to come
out, no matter what it is. Not even wickedness can
siop me. Only last New Year's Day I wrote this sen-
tenee in my resolution book. [t was one of seventeen,
but it came first;

As for

“There is no subject in life that T will not write a
story about hefore I get through”

I don’t think T ever made a resrlution that was so
interesting, The more I thought of it, the more [ liked
it, T read it aloud right away to Mabel Rlossom and
Maudie Joyee, and Maudie clapped her hands, and
Mahel went to her room and begian o pack her trunk
She Enew it meant that I would probe deeper than

ever into her soul, and read her thoughts hefore she
knew she had any: and well mdeed might Mabel Bloe-
gom trembile,  You Maundie and Maliel anid 1 rim
the class, but oar i ry are different. 1 am the
girl whe thinks of mtellectunl things, and dbed them
Maudie is the pirl who thinks af =hirttual thines and
does them,  Mabel Hloss aln aldi is the one

ngs, ‘ind does them,
Yet we lave her,
I will analyze lier sinful heart, and

1! Tearn,

who sometimes thinks of wicked
and pets the rest of us into trauhle
I wonder whe?
perhaps we

Mabel doesnt ltke this, T let her read d!ll T write
{ur-t ag fper as 1 write it, sa she can fix her mind on
tigher things; but she ‘most alwayvs feels npproving

and eross over what 1 say about ber, &0 'm afraid it
floesn't really develop her smiritual nature much.  Snll
of course, I have to keep right on nolding the mirror
up to her, as Shakespeare says. [ make everything
ciear, T will now descritie the difference between Malel
and Maudie, as they look ta the piercing girze of an
eve that sees into the decpest recesses of human beings.
I mean my eye. The gentle reader ought 1o know that
without being told, but | read it to Mabel, and she
didn'r.

When 1 am with Maudie we talk about life, and
ideals; and the community spirit of helpfulness, and the
hundred best banks and what they da ta yau, and the
growth of the saul. T can antually feel my soul grow

while Maudie talkes: sometimes it stretehes and stretches
i1 1 think she must He hlowing it up, the wav a hoy
does a tay hallpon,  The minute Maudie comes into

ny room evenings [ can fecl my soul hegin
and sometimes, though 1 never hinted it t
mikes me foel tired and nervous. Maudi interested
in her soul all the time, and T am interested i my soul
some of the time [ supposge that's the diFerence.
Mabel Blacsom docen’t seem to be much intercsted in
her soul any nf the time,

When Mahel conmies to see me we always laugh a lat,
and we talk ahout spreads and the convent clubhs and
my stories and Mabel's patients—the ones she is going
1o have when she's a doctor— and what she's going to
do to them; and I feel the way you feel when you
put on a wrapper at night, and sit down lefire the
open fire with your feet on the fender—wafm and
ceomfy and rested—and my moral nature slumbicrs, 1f
Maudie Joyce said, “Let's eut lessons to-morrow, and
sneak inin town and have tea and cakes and jam at
Reherti's” 1'd he sa surprised I'd fall «f my chair
first, Then T would get up and shaw Miudie haw
dreadful it was to break the rules and whit it would
dn to the soul, and we wouldn't go.,

But if Mabel Blossom said it somehow it wonld seem
different—as if one needed exercise, you know, and
nonrishment, and the mind must nnt le overtaxed
Pefore I knew what T was doing I be 2t Roherti's
drinking tea and eating six kinds of cile with jam
spread on them, and laughing at the funny things Mabel
said,  U'd hardly even ‘remember that it was wicled
until one nf the upper-class girle stralled in and canght
us, and we were on our way back ta St Katharine's
on the traollev, secing the clusters of hirches the
roadside that lanked like groups of voune » and
shadows that seemed like Sister [rminearde's Diack
veil, and listening to the little me ANIME wintls among

spread ;
Mandie, it

the trees, like the voices of nuns dischiraged over
‘their pupils. )
Isn't that a pretty way to deseribe the way nur guilty

consciences work us we go home thrangh the wands at
twilight? Mahel Rlossom says mustn't point out
such things; hut if I don't the pentle reader mayv
skip them, in his haste to get at the story, For we
are now coming to the story, though Mahel snys she
wils "mose sure we never would,

Mahel came to me one day in Octulier, looking im-

ortant. She found me sitting under a willow on the
ank of the river that flows through the canvent
grounds. T had Shakespeare in one hand and the

Rible in the ather, for 1 am forming my literary style

on them. I was feeling dreadfully depressed hecanse
I eouldn't decide whother ta leep 10 one of them
alone, or make my stvle a mixture of hoth. You ean

imagine how unszettling and mournful that was, with
a lot of dead autumn leaves on the ground, too, 1
wasn't a hit glad to see Malel, T would have enjoyed
. Maudie more just then, for my soul couldn’t have
folt any worse then it did. But, of course, T moaved
over on the bench so Mahel eonld st down, though
I laid aside my books “with wvisible reluctance,” the
way hersines do in storics Mabel didn's mind. She
never dovs, Her soul is net sensitive lke mine and
she was just bursting with a plan,
“May Iverson,” she smd, Ydo yon want 5 new exs
perience=-the kind yor've never had before®”
I did. 1 uiw;nz;s died, wud right well did Mabel Blos-
som know it. She fixed we with her glitteting eye,
] mariner, - "

"Will you promise golemnly to do it, and not to tell
a living soul, except Maudie Joyee, till it's all over?
Cross your heart?” she asked.

“Is 1t wicked *" 1 inguired

"It 18" sard Mabel Blossom,

I promised,

“I's tis,” saul Mabel Blossam, with terrible ¢ool-
ness, UKittie James, and Mabel Muriel Murphy, and
Janet Trelawney, and Adeline Thurston, and | are go-
ing to the rumed chureh on Hallowe'en, at miduight.
When we get there we're going to ask the spirits ..I:r-
names of our future hushands!”

I gasped. Then T picked up my Hible and pulled
an expression of disapproval over my features, and
looked just as much like Sister Trmngarde as | eonll!

“You know perfectly well, Mabel Hlossom.” | smd,
coldly, “that vou can't do such a thing, It's aganst
the rules. Hesides, there's no way of getting out at
midnight. The doors are all locked, and the portress
carries the keys.'

Mahel knew this, hut the reader doesn't, so 1 have
to put it in here. 1 didn't really say that about the
keys to Mabel, I just said she couldn't do it. She
knew why.

Mabel looked stubborn. She thought she was look-
ing firm, but I have to tell what the effect really was.
She made her lips into a little straight streak across
her face, and dragged her eychrows over her nose,
I wish I could do it. Then she <aid

“I told you it was wicked. That's where the wick-
cdness enmes "

That's usually where Mabel's wicke
breaking the ruiles, She waited a
aid, In cross tones:

“Well, are you coming, or aren't you '

[ kept on hesitating. You ecan sce how terrifying
the adea was, hut you ein't imagine ol the horror of
it, for you don't know about that haunted roin, It
was a little country church abour a mile from the
onvent, and it had been built apes and ames apo—as
much as fifty years, [ think, It had never heen conse
ceated and used, for it was found that the ground was
“unhallowed™: and there were all sorts oi thilling
stories about it. We used to take new girls there at
twilight, the very first thing, and tell the stories to
them. and watch their shudderings. (One legend was
that lost souls had claimed the church and now held
service in it, There was a little churchvard around
it. The windows were gone, the south wall had fallen,
and the ald cellar had become a hig, hottomless hale,
There was a cracked bell in the little steeple, and it
rang at night sometimes, in a high wind; then the
country folks eaid the devil was ringing it to call
s own around him.

This was the place where Mabel Blossom expected
me o go at midnight and ask the spirits abont my fu-
tire hushband. The thought made by blond sing in
my enrs, and the soles of my feet prickly —but |
wanted ta go, dreadfully. While T wids thinking it
vwver, and remembiering the awiul things T had heard,
Mahel Blossom was  watching me and smiling conl,
sttperion sniiles. I ins she ot up,

“Oh, eome on, May,” she saul.  “It wouldn't be any
fun without you; and you can write a story about
il we don't die”

Thar scunded like the whistle hefore the train starts.
You know how it makes you feel—that you've got to
get on the train right away, | got on. That means
1 vielded, Then we put our heads together and made
our plans. T will not repeat them here. Suffice to
say, as real writers put it, we arranged everything.
When we eame up against a prohlem Mahel Blosson’s
mind could not =olve, need T tell whose mind did solve
it? It was mine. Mabel asked me to tell Mandie Joyee
and get her to come with us. [ didh She came. There
are golden instants when Maudie forgets about her
soul, and this was one of them,

The night of Hallowe'en fell. Don't you think that
sounds better than to say it came?! We went to bed
at nine o'clock, as usual. We had to. We got in with
our clothes on, and we were all drawing deep hreaths
of sleeping innocence when Sister Edna made her
final rounds, just before the Great Silence. Then the
convent lights everywhere went out, and the darkness
pot thicker and hlacker, and the sorrows of my past
hiie came and sat on my bed in rows, the way they
do, and my conscience gnawed on the thought of what
we were going to de like a mouse gnawing a hele in
the floor. I could almost hear it

We had to wait till ten, and the only way I could
tell when ten came was to listen till a distant clock
etrock. I can 'most always hear it strike, but this
night T thought it never would. T was sure it would
strike five or six, if it struck anyvthing again; but at
last the ten sirokes sounded, slowly and solemnly, and
I got up and crept out of the room ike a wraith,
Every girl at St, Katharine’s has a room to herself,
but the rooms are small and close together, on hoth
sides of a long hall, and the two girls on the right
and left of me were dreadfully inquisitive and always
listening for sounds. Sometimes when 1 woke at night
I made noises just to puzzle them—upset a chair or
threw a shoe at the wall—hut you'd hetter helieve I
didn't to-night. 1 hardly dared to breathe, and I
Lelieve it took me ten minutes to open my door and
get over the sill, I'd turn the door-knob a little and
wait tll the echoes died away, and then turn some
more.

The hall was like a long black tunnel with a slip-
pery swottom, bur 1 slid along 1t in my stocking feet,
holding my shoes in my hand. wits afraid I'd step
on a pin, but there weren't any—funcy Sister Ilar-
mona letting pins lie on her palished floor that is the
pride of her life! Then T thought of mice, and the
thought was so terrible that 1 stuck mwguind an the
pin again.  Please read that sentence twice; it's worth
1. Even Mabel Blossom says so.

At last 1 got to onr meeting-place—a window apen-

iness comes in—
mantte ; them she

ing on n Dbaleany at the fur end of the enst hall,
away from sleepers. All the girls were there except
Mandie Jovee Maudie’s conscience had leen gnaw-

She ar-

ing, too, but not ennugh to kr-'|‘> her from us
rived about o second after 1T did  Our presence seemeid
to be a great comiort to our dear companions, Kit-
tie Tames caught my hand and held ot ught, and |
distinetly heard Mabel Blossom draw a deep gurgling
lireath of relief.  Even her dauntless soul did not yeary
1o léad that group nut of the second-floor windaow, and
down the side of the balcony, through the ivy, across
the convent grounds, and a whole mile in the dark 10 a
haunted cheeh,  There are limits 1o any dannilecsness,

Now that we were there, though, Mabel led the way,
in a cercless manner, as if she had meant tn all along,
and we followed her. We got down safely, bt 1'in
sure some of Maother Frnesta's Mt oy on thar wall
won't eling mueh any more.  Kittie limes {ell when
she was abowt six feet from the ground, and, of course,
she  started 1lv_‘]l!'ll’k. but Maudie Had presence .1‘
mind and canght her by the throat befire much of the
shriek got ©nt, We eounted noses, il when we knew
we were together, with no loved cne lost in the vy,
we stiarted for the ruin

I will now Rinp and descrihe the scene, theugh 1
know the reader is in suspense, 1t was just the kind
of a night for Hallowe'sn—"when churchyards yawn
and graves give up their desd ™ The sy was ehve
with moving el A cold wind blew across the
ﬁl.‘ldﬁ. anel there wie n tin)- Iittle l.iu{'p of moon thut
looked like Maudic Joyee's curved pearl pin. It kept
peeping in and ont among the clouds, hen we es-
pecially needed hight it stayed bhohind them: but when
there was something grim and grisly ahead of us,

shat moon came out and made it look worse A YeAr _were trying to scream and

ago | would have sad toat it was like a silver horn
or a golden erescent, My expresciins are more original

now. | weould be sorrs no. one but me noticed it,
though already 1 reaslize that much of an artist's
greatest urt is lost 1o thoughtless reader,

The girls were hudidled togetherm a group, white and
scared, staring at the nned rch, just ahead of us,
and afraid to go one glep Sirths It was indeed a wild
and lonely scene, with the hieht of that clfish moon

ing a bir af the helfry ar crything else lnoking
owy and terrible, Lk things i tropbled dreams,

The wind was beginning v moan among the tall pine
trees in the churchyar ! Lo while we stood shivering
anid hesitating, a scheeclzowl m the belfry let ont a
inghtful screech

OFf eonrse we krmew what it was: we liad heard lors

of sereech-owls hiefor Ihey Love the trees along out
river, and half a dosen of them live there, But we
weren't expecting any nose then, so i

we all jumped
The other gir{'\ were
Fhough 1 am only fif-
nd this thonght eame
was proud of his screeclung,
must have felt when Kittie
James screeched o0 mn better,  For, of course,
screoching was, in Kitties Life, “a thing apart,” as
Shakespeare says, but it was lils “whole existence 1
quote more from Shakepeare than [ do from the
Bille, becanse Shakespeare s s culdly intellectual.

While the thought aliug the screech was in my mind,
and I was wishing 1 bad a pencil and some paper to
write it down so | wonlda't forget i, and almost for-
getting entirely abiont the Maed rum, Mabel Blogsom
spoke up, in distinet hut ttembling words.

“Iowill go first,! she anid [ will ask the first
question.  The rest of you needn’s eome with me, if you
arc afraid”

She started off townrd tie ruin
had picked herself g and throws
why. It was becanuse
fidn't dare to gn slowly

and Kittie James serepched, 1o
sorry for Kittie, | was not,
teen, | oam a student of fife,
to me: [ that hitle owl
how perfectly dreadiul e

with a rush, as if she
herseld at 1t T knew
scared to death and
other girls thought it

Wis

The

she

wis because she was so hrave. Don't you_ sce how
much berter T understand things than they do? Maudie
and 1 went after her with languid steps; T wasn't

a bit anxious to get nearer to the rum.

mmr

Of course the

T guess they thought it was

other girls followed us.
better to go with us intn the jaws of death, and per-
haps slide down, than to wait hehind and die alone.
The minute Mabel got to the wall she leaned across
it and hung down over the awful blackness helow. |
wias right hehind her, and 1 distinctly saw her shut
her eyes. The owl hadn't sereeched again after Kittie
had discouraged him, and now there wasn't a sound
exeept Kittie's hard breaths.  The moon had gone be-
hind a eloud agmn, We heard wings Autter—the pwl,
per! or hats in the ruin—and the scampering of
Hitle feet below us, like the jeet of mice.

Suddenly Mabel spoke ap, lowd and clear, in the in-
vocation Adeline Thurston had written for her:

ans.

Sk, ruii, wuin, fefl me trye
What I, Mabel Blogeom, ask of you,—
The name of my future hushand.”

We stond slose behind hee and held our hreaths, and
watted for what would happen,  The wines and foet
stopped, 1 never listened to so much stillness, and
then tn S0 many ovhoes It seemed as tf the whole
witle worlidd must have heard Mahel's words going
down into that abyss like thunder-claps, and coning
WP AEnin N waves of «ound that rolled around s,

Kittie James savs it was three hours hefore any
thing else happened. but really i about five minotes
a low, wailing voice ciame to us from bhelow. This s
what it said,

Napshen C=o-r=denen,

The gentle reader won't lelieve this, but it hap-
pened,  You have heard of heroines Yeing frozen 1o
the spot when somcthing terrible oeeurred That's
the way 1 was—froven, | oconld not stir an inehl, and
[ felt my knotted and combmed locks parting, exactly
the way Shakespenre says they do

I guess the other girls felt the way 1 did: there
wasn't a somnd among  them Fyen Kittie q.rnmmd
hreathing: not a leaf or a petticont risted, tried
to Jook around, hut my eyes wouldn't move. My eyve

halls felt like frosen gums=drops, Then we heard a
gqueer, heavy sound, and thore iy fromr of ns was
AMabel  Wlossom,  stretehied omt oom e pround, e on
her face, She liy perfectly still; we kyew she wak deand,

That moved the pirls!  They started off n every
dirgetion, in leaping hounds, s if the gronnd was
rising under them amd they had 1o ger np Grsty and
as they ran they uftered chioked, horrible noises, They

they couldu't, It was like

a thousand nightmares. Maudie and 1 bent over Mabel,
and each caught her by one foot. Then we ran, too,
taking Mahel with us. It wasn't easy, for Mubel is
plump and the fields were rough; but we were strong-
er than we knew. Even if she was dead, we couldn't
leave Mabel to the lost souls in that ruin, so we ran
and dragged, and dragged and ran. Once Mahel's hair
caught on the stump of a tree, and we had to stop
anrl another time her blouse caught on something Im{
tore straight down the front before we conld get her
away. All the time I thought of hew the evil spirits
might pursue us for robbing them of their prey, and
of the shapes they might take It is strange, indeed,
and terrible, how many different thoughts the mind
can think at such a time.

While we were pulling the hlouse T heard panting
breaths around us. At first T was afraid to look up.
Who wouldn't be? 1 pause to inquire. But fnally 1
died, and 1 saw that it was only the rest of the girls,
running hehind us and beside us,  We were all to-
gether again, Everyhody was ronning except the stark
hurden we dragged after it that was getting over
the ground nice and fast, 10, By and by it {egan to
kick so we could hardly hall the feet., We stopped
again, and dropped them, and saw what had happened,
We had been dragging Mabel's face through the wet
grass becanse we pickedd her up by the wrong end
and were in such a hurry.  But it had revived her,
sn vou see it was really the hest thing we could have
done, though we hidn't thought of that at the time,
We had just trosted to instinet, which it is truly said
rarely fails the young

Pretty soon Mahel began to moan, and at last she
sat up and wiped her face and asked what hadwhap-
pened, and where she was, She wasn't very far {rom
the rin. We hadn’t dragged her a long distance, after

all, though it had ceemed miles. The haunted church
lay close behind us, spectral and terrible. We coull
see it by looking back.

After a few minutes Mabel got on her feet, but she
conldn't walk, and she hegged us not to leave ler there
to die alone. We had to wait till she was stronger,
and while we were wailing I hegan to get calmer, and
finally 1 had an idea. 1 hastened to share it with my
dedr companions

“1 don't Helieve we heard any veoice at 211" T «aid
YT believe we imagined it, hecatise we were frightened;
ar perhaps we hypnotized ourselves. I'm gomng back
to try again

It was not 4 noble covrage that moved me, hut that
which 1s stronger than life—my art. Al of a sudden
it seemed impossihle for me to go on withont knowing
what was down in the awful howels of that ruin [4e-
sides, how conlid 1 write a stary about it if T didn't
know? None of the girls offered 1o go hack with me,
bt [ didn't care. Almost hefore they eauld offer (not
guite hefare, bt ahinost) | was running back alene.

In a very few minutes [ resched the ruin, and without
waiting a second, 1 called down into it aver the old wall,
the way Mabel had done.

The wind was getting worse,

It sounded like a chorus of warning voices in the trees,
but [ didn't stop to listen, | said my verses in a
loud determined voice.

“Ruin, ruin, tell me true,
I, May Iverson, ask of vou
The name of my future husbind”

AL first there wasn't a sound in reply.  But just as
I began to feel my spine getting a little warmer, that
terrible voice rose from the abyss again, and this time
it wiiled like a banshee:

“For-e-d-e-r-ic-k M-a-n-s-o.n"

Don't ask me what happened next; It would take a
real writer like Edgar Allen Poe to tell you, Hesides,
I don't remember. I only know that 1 got back ta the
girls somehow, and that we stumblell across the cald,
wet fields for centuries and centuries, At last |
thought I had always been running away from a ghost,
through a dark ni'.:!’n. and that 1 must keep on doing it
till the world came tn an eni.

I was going to shriek with the awfulness of it (yes,
I really was) when | looked up and saw the blessed
ald eomvent buildings snuggled together in front of
ue, with our heautiful erviss on the chapel spire pointing
peacefully to the stars that were beginning to come out.
I knew nothing cottld bappen to us, then, so T stopped
1o hreathe, and the others did, oo, and pretty soon my
mind got quieter, It went to work again nght away,
thinking ahout Frederick Manson.  He is a boy 1 simply
detest, and the girls know it. [ see him when [ am
home on vacations, but 1 never answer the letters he
writes me, He has no soul for art, and he is not in-
tellectual  Tle makes me feel the way vou do when you
peel 4 peach or draw wyour finger nail aeross a crack
i the window-pane. The thought of marrying him was
s terribly bhitter that T sat right down on the wet
grass and began to ery. 1 never felt so nervous in
my life.

“T won't marry Frederick Manson!” I cried. "l
wen't! T won't! 1"l rather die, right here, withont
waiting !

Mandie Joyee is a Southern girl, from Virginia. Once
in a very, very long time, when she gets terribly exetted,
she talks with a kind of queer Southern drawl and
accent, the way her old black mammy nurse used o
talk to her when she was a tiny girl.  She sat right
down on the wet grass heside me, anil put her arms
tight around me, and rocked me hack and forth,

“Doan you be frightened, hoosy,” she said, over and

over. “T ain't gwine let any hay mah'v you if you all
doan like him, Doas yon cry. Doan you ery.”

I knew she would save me, o I dudn't ery any more,
The other girls stood and laoked on without s.\rmpmhy'
but with cold, blite noses and wet feet, Mahel Blossom
told me later, with her own lips, that they all thought
Maudie and | ought to have waited till we got indoors
to talk about my marriage, Hut Maudie comforted ma
so much that pretty soon | felt better and got up. Wa
all erept to the convent Laleony, and climhbed theough
what was left of the vy, and got in the hall and reached
otr rooms—and not a eoul heard us! It was too good
to he true. [ don't suppode the Sicters would ever
have known anything about it if Kittie Jamies hadn't
had hysteries in her room just as snon as Slandie leds
her there alone.  Sister Edna heard she hysterics-—every
one an that wing heard them, | guess=so the whele
story came onut. We were all viated an oonr rooms,
and given haths and rubbings hot drinks, and
fonked at witl sad, reproachful eyes, But the Sisters
didn't say much that mght; it was tao late,

If the reader will let me, T will draw a veil aver
the tragic lappenings that followed the next day
could describe them, hut I dont ke to) write dhour sad
things: my pen furns more 195 gaie! Matidie and [
had the worst time of all, T think, fir Siiter Irmingarde
told us she hail r']r_'pl‘nllr'd on us to use onr inflience for
good at St. CUatherine's, aned that we had both failed
hier, and feared she could never rrust us again,
You can imagine how we felt,  We cried dll we
were sick.  Maudie had to go to the infirmary, T
didn't; 1 cried just as mich, but I have a stronger
constitution, Besides, 1 know that s 1

and

she

tfering is gool
for my art, and that alwayvs ¢omforts me, nght away,
Sometimes it comfarts me <0 much that 1 can't keen
on suffering: then my emntions are strange aned pezzling,
Lven | can hardly describe them Mahbel Hlossam was
sent to Mother rnesta, and we didn’t see her for hours,
When she finally came into the study hall, late in the
afternonn. her eyves were red, too, and she huried her-
self in her books, as real authors say, and didn't speak
to anybody.

Bt whit worried us most of all was the memory of
that dreadful voice. When a ghost has talked to you,
and tnld you real things about your most intimats
interests, vou go aronnd afterward with sinking feelings
in your stomach, and you can't sleep mights. All the
pirls whn went to the ruin got nervous, and went 19
the infirmary, like Maodie, Finally Mibel and 1 were
the only girle not oft the sick-list, Kittie James was =
nervois she had to have one of the infirmanans sleen
in the same room with her, Kittie said it was dread-
ful to wake at night and be thinking of heautiful, peace-
ful things, like a box from home, and then suddenly
turn and lonk into the flechless sockets of a ghost
who was grinding the words “Frederick Manson"
Lietween lis bony jaws, Of course that gave me
hysterics, right off

The Sisters forbade us to talk about the ruin or
the ghost or to think about them, so we stopped
talking; but our thoughts worked harder than ever,
as they always do when you are not allowed to talk
about things. At last the nuns put their heads to-
gether, and sent for every girl, and talked to het
alone. When that happens each girlish heart gives
up its maiden secrets,

Three days after Hallowe'en, the girls in the in-
firmary were told to get up and dress for supper.
The nuns said something interesting was going to
happen 1in the refectary, and no one should misa
it. The girls rose, pale and wan, and when the sup-
per bell rang we all went to the refectory together
with' a slow gait, like a band of minims stepping
heavenward, It is not amusing in the refectory.
We are not allowed to talk while we are eating.
U'sually Sister Italia reads an improving book, and
of course that's enough to discourage any appetite,
unless there's sardines, We were sure the interesting
thing eouldn’t be ifnod, because we know exactly
what the fani is going to be., Maonday night, cold
lamb and hread and hutter and prunes and milk;
Tuesday, cold heef and biscuits and canned peaches
and milk; Wednesday—Rut T will spare the gentle
reader, We have “simple, nourishing meals,” as our
prospectus says, and plenty of them; but I notice
that whenever 1 talk about aur fond at the convent
my father groans, He is a general in the army, too,
and you know what privations they have, Of course
we get lots of hoxes from home, and they contain
the cakes and pickles and olives and jam that growing
girls require.

We sat down without zest, and got ready to put
food into ourselves ahsentmindedly, the way you put
ceals on the fire, and I was just wondering whether
we were having little peachies or big apricots when
I noticed that all the girls were staring toward the
foot of the lon@ room. 1 stared, too. Well indeed

I might
A hig canvas was stretched the whole width of
the refectory, against the sonth wall  On that can-

vas, in bluck erayon sketelizs, was the whole story
of our Hallowe'sy visit to the haunted chureh, We
hadn't dene a sipgle thing that wasn't there, The
first pictinre showed us climbing down the ivy. In
the second we were running acrass the fiells, In the
third we were at the ruins and Mabel was calling
down to the ghost, The fourth showed Mabel famnt-
ing, and in the 6fth we were dragging her across
the tields on her fare. and holding her feet. which
looked dreadfully big.  They are, too Then a pics
tire showed me cilling to the ghoast with Shakes-
peare under my arm. [ don’t think that was very
good, for I didn't have Shakespeare under my arm,
Another picture showed Maudie and me sitting on
the ground, and Maudie comiorting me, and there was
a balloon thing coming eut of Maudie's mouth,
saying, “Doan you cry, honey, | ain't gwine let you
mah'y him."

After that came onr return up the ivy, with the
ivy all hanging in shreds and patches like shoe-
stringsd, In the cdarner of every picture was a per-
fectly horrified little mocn, lnoking wi onus with
cyes almost as big as hi: face, arnd his expression
different every time. He was weeping over me and
Maudie, in our picture. DBut the last two ~kﬂr!~|r-
were the ones that drew mir pn‘nlir\-'ng
eyes, Inthe first Mabel Rlossom was giving a dollare
to Jonas, onr old head gardener! In the other—the
last one of all—lonas wie down in the church cellar,
reading a list of names by the light of a tallow dip,
and shouting “Frederick Manson” up at me! The
little moon had thrown his head back and was shouts
ing, too, and the little stars were crowding around
to listen.

Then, indeed, we knew all The ghost was old
lonas, and Mabel Blossom had hired him to he a
ghost.,  Was this perfidy? [ do not pause for a
reply. I know too well what it would be But we
had our revenge: for after all, the ghost had fright-
ened Mahel even more than he did us.  Jonas
changed his voice so dreadfully that Mabel thought
the ghost had destroved him and taken his place, as
a punishment for her. She told us so afterward, a8
snon as we would let her tell us anything. At first
we wouldn't .

After we had looked at the pictures, and nobody
had said anything becanse nobody was allowed to,
Mabel got up from her place at the table and made
a speech, She said she wanted te ask our pardon.
She had plaved a very silly ioke, and was sorry.
Sthe hoped we would forgive her, She wounld try to
do better  Her face was very red. Then she =at
down and Sister Ttalia said grace, and we all began
ton eat, easting ever and anon disapproving looks at
Mahel Blossom. But we felt ever so much more
cheerful,

It was a long, long time before we heard wha
made the drawings, That secret was kept locked in
the nuns' breasts, When we did hear. months afters
witrd, we conld hardly bhelieve it. 1 will let thae
gentle reader get the same shoek

It was Sister Irmingarde! Mahe! had confessed
to her. and Sister lrmingarde thought i1 would “re-
move the ghost impression most effectually™ to do it
in a funny way.  She had studied art out in the
world hefore slie hecame a nun, So she made tha
drawings,  Wasn't she clever? When 1 write iy

and held

essay on Shakespeare 1'm going to bring her in, ton,
l.ike Shakespedre, Sister Mary Trmingarde sees ine
to the deepest recesses of the human hears,




